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year? Say, chauffeur, stop on. this hillside somewhere. It's a pretty view
over the orange groves and the whole district—but be careful not to
block the traffic. The road is narrow, isn't it?"
They drove into the entrance of an orchard.
"Huh, let's rest in the sun."
As they left the car, the secretary remarked: "Aya-san, you can
eat all the oranges you want to, free. They don't charge you any-
thing—but if you want to take them home, it's a different story."
"Oh, no, no, Harada-san, don't you dare take anything for noth-
ing. Find the guard, we'll buy some. It's the fruit of the fanner's toil.
They are kind-hearted and allow you to eat, but we mustn't take ad-
vantage of it. It's no easy task to produce anything."
Looking at his palm, Saionji mumbled: "I got a blister this after-
noon when I made this cane."
The secretary, Aya, and the chauffeur grinned.
"Baron, you are the one to do the errand. If anybody sees a mem-
ber of my household, he won't take money for the fruit. You go
over and talk to the guard and buy some."
Soon Harada returned to them with a basketful of oranges. He was
accompanied by the aged fanner who gave Saionji the gift of an-
other basketful. He took pride in showing 'Saionji-sama' his orchard.
Saionji, carrying his long bamboo cane, walked around side by side
with the farmer.
"Huh, on the way home we'll stop at the agricultural experimental
station, chauffeur."
"Yes, my lord!"
Soon they were in the government farmyard. The director of the
place took them through the green-houses and to the flower and vege-
table lots. He told them to pick any flower they liked Saionji was
pleased and with his bamboo he directed his secretary and Aya to make
up a small bouquet of his favorites.
"Oh, my lord!" Aya spoke suddenly as if she had touched a snake*
"There, there is that newspaperman!"
"Prince Saionji, may I have an interview and a picture?"
"No!" Saionji swung his stick.
"Why did you come unannounced?" the Baron demanded.
"Because you never give us interviews any more, and the editor is
always after me." The young reporter pleaded direcdy with the
Genro. "You see, Prince, if I can't get your picmre or a story about
you, I lose my j

